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adorned with their charming yellow tassels. Birds sang or
twittered in their branches, and swallows swooped low along
the ground snapping up the insects that hummed gently
among the flowers of spring. It was indeed a charming
scene. And at last we saw a building of the sons of men, a
little round watchtower of the shepherds, on the edge of the
bushy channel beyond a clay bottom called Al Manqa, the
swamp. It was dry now, this swamp reputed to hold water
for months on end after rains, but the deep footprints of
wading cattle in the hard clay told a pleasant tale of other
times. We paused a moment to gaze upon the little tower,
15 feet high and circular, the first habitation of men we had
seen since leaving Jabrin.
Our journey was drawing to an end. We could see the
tamarisk clumps of Latwa in the gorge and there were
tamarisks in the Farsha bed, while we could make out ahead
the stone ruins on the outer slopes of Tuwaiq, which I had
seen 14 years before. Suddenly there was a movement in
the bushes afar off to our left front—perhaps cattle. But,
no ! it was men moving stealthily in open order on a wide
front, moving as if to intercept us. We counted seven—there
might be more—and there was an instinctive grasping of the
rifles slung on the saddle-poles, the sound of ammunition
pushed home into the breeches for action. But we continued
our advance, unchecked, slowly, steadily, untilitseemed—still
from afar—that the men ahead carried no weapons. Why !
said Salih, they are unarmed! Ay, said another, and 'tis
women they are, not men, but coming across our path—
wood-gatherers perhaps for the village fires, and doubtless
thinking we come to raid their folk. See! how they come to
bar our way. For such are the women of Najd ! By this
time the nearest were near enough to hail. Peace be upon
you 1 we cried. And upon you be peace ! they answered
shrilly, and hail, and welcome ! We halted as the bevy of
ladies reached us, black-smocked and veiled with the black
muslin of their fashion. And greetings were exchanged
again while an old woman, with charming voice, took up the
role of spokesman, standing in advance of the rest. What is
the news ? asked Zayid. All good, replied the old lady, but

